even dreamed of. A hungry orphan turned loose in a bake-shop? Lucky for
me I had little money*
To bed, dog-tired, not at all discouraged. On the whole everyone had
been rather kind. Must be someone who needed me. Tomorrow, maybe!
Two days gone from home. Mother knew now. The thought of her was
anguish. I turned away from it to action and repeated the performance of
the day before in other offices, this time taking my drawings. Mundie was
out. At five other offices, no success.
No lunch. No supper. During the day ten cents invested in bananas.
That night, a weird dream. Up in a balloon. Mother frantically holding
to the rope, dragged along the ground, calling Jennie and Maginel to help
... all dragged along. I shouted down to hitch the end of the rope to some-
thing, anything, and make it fast. But it tore out of the helpless hands and
I shot up and up and up—until I awoke with a sense of having been lifted
miles to the strange ground of another world.
Awakened rudely to the fourth day. Got started again, pavement-sore,
gaunt. Something had to happen today. Tired again, three more offices.
Same result.
There was still Silsbee's office. He was building my uncle's 'All Souls'
church, but he needn't know who I was. After noon I went there. Liked
the atmosphere of the office best. Liked Silsbee's sketches on the wall.
Liked instantly the fine-looking, cultured fellow with a pompadour and
beard, who came forward with a quiet friendly smile—Cecil Corwin.
'Hello!' he said as though he knew me. He looked the artist-musician.
Through the gate in the outer office railing he had come humming from
the 'Messiah'. I smiled and said, 'So you sing?' He smiled, looking at my
hair-cut, or lack of it. 'Yes . . . try to ... Do you play?' 'Yes . . . try to.* I
had found a kindred spirit.
He sat down by me in the outer office. His sleeves were rolled above the
elbow. His arms were thickly covered with coarse hair, but I noticed how
he daintily crooked his little finger as he lifted his pencil. He had an air of
gentleness and refinement. I told him my trials.
'You are a minister's son.*
'Yes, how did you know?'
'Didn't know, something about you. I am one myself. The "Old Man"
(moving Ms head in the direction of Silsbee's private office) is one too. And
there are two more here already, Wilcox and Kennard, If you come in
here, there would be five of us.'
We laughed.
'Well.. . could I by any chance come in?' I said anxiously. He looked
me over. *I believe we could get along,' he said. 'Let me see your draw-
ings/
He looked carefully at the sketches. 'You made these just to please your-
sell;
'Yes/
. 'YouVe got a good touch. Wait a minute/ He took them and went in

